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civilized muck into a hard, tiny knot of understanding, I
am blown to the maximum, like a great bowl of molten
glass hanging from the stem of a glass-blower. Make me
into any fantastic shape, use all your art, exhaust your
lung-power—still I shall only be a thing fabricated, at
the best a beautiful cultured soul. I know this, I despise
it. I stand outside full-blown, the most beautiful, the
most cultured, the most marvellously fabricated soul on
earth. I am going to put my foot over the threshold—
now. I do so. I hear nothing. I am not even there to hear
myself shattering into a billion splintered smithereens.
Only Agamemnon is there. The body fell apart when
they lifted the mask from his face. But he is there, he
fills the still bee-hive: he spills out into the open, floods
the fields, lifts the sky a little higher. The shepherd walks
and talks with him by day and by night. Shepherds are
crazy folk. So am I. I am done with civilization and its
spawn of cultured souls. I gave myself up when I en-
tered the tomb. From now on I am a nomad, a spiritual
nobody. Take your fabricated world and put it away in
the museums, I don't want it, can't use it. I don't believe
any civilized being knows, or ever did know, what took
place in this sacred precinct. A civilized man can't possi-
.bly know or understand—he is on the other side of that
slope whose summit was scaled long before he or his
progenitors came into being. They call it Agamemnon's
tomb. Well, possibly some one called Agamemnon was-
here laid tarest What of it? Am I to stop there, gaping
like an idiot? I do not. I refuse to rest on that too-too-
solid fact. I take flight here, not as poet, not as recreator,
fabulist, mythologist, but as pure spirit. I say the whole
World, faiming out in every direction from this spot, was
once alive in a way that no man has ever dreamed of, I
say there were gods who roamed everywhere, men like

